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nekro-sound 


Author's Notes: 
Just a quick writing. Not really character specific, and not fun. 


It seems a bit cliche to say the world seems dimmer. Like a frog in a pot of water, | couldn't tell you if the 
light is less now than before. Less tomorrow than today. There are moments of clarity, when | catch a glimpse 
of your sun breaking through. And in these moments it is stark, the difference between yesterday and now. 


Between You And Me..and just Me. 


Most of the time | choose to ignore the fact that you're not here. | choose a more stable configuration over 
the truth. | turn a blind eye to my volatile half-lives, wasting away. | put the uranium behind a wooden door. 
The radiation still leaks through. But those moments, like | said. Memories that are supposed to be sweet are 
knives instead, cutting apart my carefully constructed anti-reality, reminding me that my most important piece 
is missing. Parallel to Kopernikus, maybe I'll wait until my own death to publish: nekro-heliocentrism. I'm 


obliviously spinning around a dead sun. 


As much as | keep my mind purposefully blank, | also worship you. | consider my existence a shrine. A ship to 


sail the past, to keep at least the idea of you alive. | want no progress, no accomplishment, no feeling. | want to 
be dust-covered, to smell like your sheets in the deepest corners of my mind. | want to be dried, decaying 
flowers sitting on an altar of your name. To move would be sacrosanct, disrespectful..my own life a sin in the 
face of something so much more important. In the face of you, even if you cannot see it. | will not love; | will 


not engage; i will most of all refuse happiness. | dedicate every millisecond of our misery to you. | deserve this. 


| used to say To you in the night, when no one else would hear, "I would have done anything." At the time | 
believed myself. Now | think more on my failures. | used to say | took no blame, only wept. Now | do both. Your 
choices were my fault. | left one too many times. | thought | was just going to get the milk. Turns out | was 
hanging you, though neither of us would call it that. 


| can still survive, but | will not live. | can still see, but | do not look. | let the gossamer wings of humanity 
brush against my tomb, | recognize old emotions, but my eyes are as dead as yours. | let them feel comforted 
by my mask. | lie, on occasion, just to soothe the discomfort that humans inevitably get when faced with 
someone so like them but not. | try to make myself realize, to force myself to build something new. | try to 
spark the flint, but there's only the dull noise of rock on rock. | try to hide my utter detachment, but it stil 


disconcerts those unfortunate enough to glimpse. 


| dedicate my soul to you. Forever and always. No matter what happens in this life, it will not compare to you. | 
understand that my best days are behind me. | understand that I'll never catch up. Most of all..|'ll never 
change what happened. | killed you, you killed me..you killed you and now | kill me in penance. Our tangled web, 
suspended just an inch above chaos. My feet touch sometimes, and my organs twist, every system short- 
circuiting. Chaos is reality, and | simply cannot take it. | have no doubt that should | allow myself the luxury of 
acceptance, someone would walk in to find me, eyes bleeding, laid out like Lucifer after a fall, nothing in tact 
but the crepe of skin which envelopes what's underneath, the facade all that is left after a supernatural 
destruction. A supercharged volt of "what is" shredding as it cuts its way through. It cuts even harder than 


the memories. 


